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MAN OF THE HOUR.

No man in Ohio is as well qual-
ified for the Governorship of Ohio
this year as Congressmoan Frank
3. Willis, of Ada. Broad, liberal,
prudent and impartial, Mr. Willis

would give just consideration to
every legitimate interest of the
state. A farmer's son, he has
been in toueh with polities since
lie was & young man. In 1896 he
stumped the state for McKinley.
In 1809, he was chosen to the Ohio
General Assembly from Tardin

FRANK B.

WILLIS,

county, and way reelected two
years later by a largely increased
majority. He was the author of
the Willis law, through whose en-
actment the state has been made
far richer in revenwes, In 1910,
he was elected to Congress, and re-
eleeted in 1912, by a plurality of
1.414 although his district gave
the Demoeratie eandidate for gov-
ernor at the same eleetion a plu-
rality of 4,697. In no contest be-
fore the people has he ever been
defeated. As Congressman, he has
been one of the ““big men'’ on the
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'SURELY CRUEL AND INHUMAN

Only the Opulent Joke Writers of the
Present Could Have Received
Callph's Sentence Calmly,

All Bagdad was there to hear the
Caliph pronounce sentence, not be
causa the Callph wam a eapital pro-
nouncer, but because the prisoner's
arime had been helnous. The con
victed man was a poet who had writ
ten soma versqa to the Caliph's thirty.
elghth daughter, thereby meriting @
sentence equal to the offense.

Hushed was the court room as the
poet-prisoner, shaking from fright, was
led in. Stately was the Caliph as he
praged this sentence upon the gullty
one:

“Prisoner, under the Hditoranean
law, which says ‘the Caliph regrote—
great press of available matter—ant
so forth' 1 might sentence you to join
your contributions in the wastebasket
Agaln, 1 could gend you to the galleys,
there to wear out your life awalting
releasa,

“But no!—such trifilng punishments
are too light for you—you are accus
tomed to them.

“Prisoner!”—here the Caliph's face
grew graver, and his auditors leaned
forward—"prisoner, I sentence you to
live, clothe yourself, and be happy on
the proceeds of jokes“you must make
and sell, Furthermore, you are not to '
accept any money other than that de |
rived from the sale of your jokes."”

At the close of this terrible pro: '
nouncement the prisoner staggered,
ralsed his hands above his head, and
fell at the Callph's feet—dead.

WHY SALMON SEEK RIVERS

French Professor Strongly of Opinlen
It ls Because There la More
Oxygen There.

Louls Roule, a professor of the
Parls Natural History museum, claims
to have solved the Important blologl:
cnl problem as to why several specles
of fish, such as salmon, migrate to
rivers at certain seasons of the year.

It had been the . ght previously that
salmon, instinctively driven near their
breeding season, seek conditions most
favorabla for the survival of thelr

Republican side.

One of the ablest political
speakers in Ohio. trained. broad- |
minded, aggressive, frank and
fearless, free of factional |_lispnn‘3_i
the son of a soldier with patriot- |
ism inherited as a virtue.
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ST. LOUIS AND RETURN
via

CLOVER LEAF ROUTE
Saturdays August 8 and 22, 1914
See 0. N. Gray, C .T. A., 521
Madison, Toledo, for tickets and
information.

SENT UP A PLEA FOR HELP

Sailors, Imprisoned In Submarine, ThI-
ephoned Their Appeals to Rescu-
ers at Surface,

The Mingoa i one of the submarine
flotilla stationed at Libau. On a Satur-
day several weeks ago it was out for
exercise in the neighborhood of the
lightship off Libau, with its full crew
of 19 men under the command of Lieu-
tenant Garsoev, and as usual a tender
was present during the maneavers,
writes a 8St, Petersburg correspond-
ent of the Seattle Railway News. The
Mingoa, which was apparently pro-
ceeding elther well on to the surface,
or just awash, was suddenly discov-
ered by those on the tender to take
a plunge In somewhat abnormal fash-
fon, throwing its stern well into the
air. For some time it was not sup-
posed any accldent had happened, and
the return of the submarine to the sur-
face was expected, but the appearance
of the emergency buoy gave the alarm,
These buoys not only serve precisely
to locate the whereabouts of a sunk-
en submarine, but are fitted with a tel-
ephonic apparatus, enabling the crew
to communicate with the upper air.
The moment the tender learned by
these means what had happened, it
steamed off to the lightship, which tel-
egraphed the news of the dlsaster to
the dockyard headquarters at Libau.

The accident happened at three
o'clock in the afternoon, but owing, It
would seem, to the disposal of the men
on o Saturday, the message was not
acted on for several hours, and it was
not until nine o'clock at night that
the salvage vessels reached the spot
The weather conditions remained hap-
plfy favorable, and divers having fixed
the lifting chains, the Mingor was suc-
cessfully brought to the surface by
midnight, having been nine hours at
the bottom of the sea. When the
alter hateh was opened three men
staggered out, barely able to crawl,
Fifteen of the crow and the captain
were got out unconsclous from the
after part of the vessel. There re-
mained only the coxswain, who was
in the conning tower amidships. It
was necessary to raiss the submarine
well out of the water to gel at the
conning tower, and this took another
three hours' work, but the goxswain,
when released after 12 hours' confine-

young, but Professor Roule affirms
after a study of the Brittany rivers
that the amount of oxygen (n the
water is the determining factor I
thefr migrations. In the rivers where
the most oxygen ig8 present in the
water will be found the greatest num-
ber of fish.

Professor Roule explains the neces
ity of breathing a Iarger amownd
‘among migrating than in the cases of
other fish, and this being interfered
with greatly during the breeding sea-
gon they therefors are impelled to
seek waters with the greatest amount
of oxygen. Thus, explains Professor,
Roule, all efforts to stock rivers with
migrating fish will be uselesa if the
water {8 not highly oxygenated.

Value of a Trained Voice.

Lawyers, clergymen and doctors all
fall to secure influence with the peo-
ple with whom they come in contact
because of Inability to exprass their
thoughts in an Impressive way. Had
the voice been trained the same as the
eye and the Intellect, had the exteri-
or qualities been trained to express
like the voice the best and the clear-
est facts they would all have been
successful. A noted revivalist who
screamed and yelled his thoughts in
the most vociferous way, disgusting
some and frightening others, wondered
why he did not make more profound
{mpression. The real fault was his
gormandizing habits and his discord-
ant bronchial and nasal tones. The
melodious volce of Henry Clay al-
ways charmed hia audience every-
where. Wherever he went people
flocked to hear him, while the heavy
bass tone of Daniel Webster falled
to attract, and actually drove people
away. They preferred to read what
he had to say, but wanted personally
to hear Clay's pleasing volce.—Mediy
cal Record. H

Anglo-Saxon, Celt and German.

The term “Anglo-Saxon' comes from
the fact that England was largely
gettled, after the old Briton rule, by
the “Angles" and “Saxons” from Ger-
many. The Saxons were, of course,
from Saxony, and the Angles took
their name from & town near SleﬂwicH‘
called Anglen. The Anglo-Saxons are,
therefore, of Germanic breed. It may
be said, In passing, that the Germans,
English, Americans of English ances-
try, Danes, Dutchmen, Swedes and
Norweglans are all of the same stoclk,
This Germanic stock (for it may very
appropriately be ecalled #uch) now
numbers about 160,000,000 in Germany,
Great Britain, the Se¢andinavian couny
tries, Canada, Australla, South Africa
and the United States, There I8 no
other human stock that {s anywhere so
atrong numerically,

MHumor Probably Lost.

“Haven't you any novelty in the
line of luncheon dainties?” asked the
young man at the delleatessen store.

“Yes,” answered the proprietor
promptly. “Hera's something new."

“Gee whiz, 1 can't pronounce that
jaw-breaking namg' exclalmed the
youth, examining the package. “What
le i7"

* ‘Russische sordellen.’”

“That's all right, but what does it
mean?"”

“Why, Russian sardines."

“Then why try to disguise ’em?
Why uot call ‘em czardines?"

“Yes, sir,” sald the proprietor. But

ment was in the best condition of any
Of the crew.
| T
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1@ sald it soberly, so maybe he didn't

Mo what & screaming foke &t was.
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ALL IN THE SPIRIT EVINCED

“Profession” or “Trade" Have Little

Distinctlon Without Certain Im-
portant Differences.

It iz eontrary to human instinet to
be (dle. Some naturally prefer the
good and live to bhe useful. Othera
evilly ineclined, If useful at all, are ao
by compulsfon—in order to live. Be-
tween these extremes are the careless
or discouraged, who work only to get
the means of a living.

We would not be misunderstood as
meaning that, to be a profeasional
man, one must work for nothing, de
clares a writer iIn Power. Neverthe:
less, the truly professional man who
deservea the dignlty of that classifica-
tion makes his chief concern the good
he can do. He {8 more anxious to be
useful than rich.

Common acceptance of the term
makes all clergymen, doctors and law-
yers professional, but, more {8 the
pity, some in their ranks forget that
the mission of service Is fundamental,
the acquisition of wealth incidental.
Just as there are these exceptions

' among those supposed to he of thepe

professional classes, there are many in
the humbler walks considered to be
long to the trades, who care more ta
excel in their lineas than for anything
else. They have a pride In their work
and will do as conscientiously whether
thelr wages are high or low.

We submit that the real distine
tion between profession and a trade
is the apirit in which it is usually fol-
lowed. Viewed in this light, your vo
cation s the one or the other accord
ing to whether you engage In it for
what you put In It, or what you get out
of {t. In other words, whether you
work for the love of it, or for the
money it brings. |

PERHAPS THAT CARRIAGE WASI

Recrult May Not Have Been Alto-
gether In the Wrong as to the
Upper Furnishings.

The German recruit was being
drilled in military manners—a most |
important branch of the art of war as
practised in the Fatherland. For one
thing he had to be taught how to be |
have on the street—whom to salute,
and when, and all that sort of thing.

The method of instruction was to
have the novice walk up and down the
court yard of the barracks, while frem
this corner and that non-commissioned
officers kept popping out suddenly and
saylng “I am a Royal Highness,” or |
“I am the Military Governor,” or “I|
am the Master of the Royal Dachs
hunds,” or the like exalted titles.
Thereupon the appropriate salute had
to be given.

Everything had been golng on very |
well until a mischievous corporal sud:
denly planted himself before the re-
cruit and said, “1 am a Royal Car-
riage.” The recruit marched stralght
on without taking any notice.

“Why didn’t you salute?” yelled the
‘sergeant in charge.

“I beg your pardon,” slammered the
recruit, “but I was under the 1m;1res-|
slon that the carriage was empty.”

Sad Sights in Mexico.

I saw beggars everywhere In Mexi
co, many of them ranged alongside the
church soliciting alms from worshipers
or from passersby. I saw the signs of
Ignorance and general depravity. 1|
saw wounded men and suffering wom
en. But the worst thing that I saw
in Mexico was a little six-year-old boy,
badly erippled, who was compelled tc
walk on his hands as well as his feet.
because his legs weren't strong enough
to support even his frall little body.
He looked like a toad, but his face was
gentle and sad. He had big black eyves
that seemed to search one's soul. Oc
casionally he would stop as he crawled
along the street, and look at his torn
fingers And hands—the streets were
made of gritty little stones that cul

his flesh. If only somebody had pro-
vided him with gloves! But this was
Mexico. Nobody seemed concerned

about this little fellow. He wasn't a
beggar. He made no appeal for money.
He was just a little boy who needed
friendship. But “of such {8 the king
dom of heaven."—Christian Herald.

Touching Appeal.

A lterary critic called one day to
gee a friend who was trying hard to
establish a reputation as a novelist.

“Read that!” sald the novelist,
thrusting a manuscript into his guest's
hand. “It's my latest short story, and
I want you to tell me what you think
of it"

A few minutes later he was sur
prised to gee his visitor, wiping tears
from his eyes. “My dear chap, this is
really the most pathetic thing you've
ever done!" said the critie.

“What!" gasped the author. *I
wrote it as humorously as 1 could!"”
He looked at the manuscript. “Oh, I
#88e; It's my mistake. 1've given you
the wrong thing. That is my letter to
the income tax commissioners asking
for a rebate,”

[

Keesping Your Word.

The following quotation from De
Morgan's “When Ghost Meets Ghost”
may help & few to see the moral issue
more clearly. Mr, Jerry began, feebly:
“You can't do more than keep your
word, Mo, /' Mo, & fine old ex-
prize-fighter, replies:

“Yes, you can, Jerry. You can keep
your meanin’., And you can do more
than that. You can keep to what the
other party thought you meant, when
you know. I know this time. I ain't
in a court o justice, Jerry, dodgin’
about, and ! know when I'm sguare,
b the faal”

o ——

THAT VILLAGE BARBER SHOP

Dreamer of Whom the Yeara Have
Taken Toll Holds It Vividly in
His Remembrance.

To thae barber's soothing snip, snip.
snip, and the gentle tug of the comb,
1 dreamed of the barber shops of my
boyhood and of Clarkie Parker's In
particnlar, Clarkie's shop was in Ly-
cawm Hall block, one flight up—a hugs
room, with a single green-ipholstered
barber's chair between the windows,
where you would sit and watch
town go by below you., The room
emelled pungently of bay rum. ULar
ber shaps don’t smell of bay rom any
more, Around two gldes wera ranged
many chairs and an old leather couch.
The chair arms were smooth and black

Lhe

with the rubbing of innumeggable hunds
and elbows, and behind them, meking
a dark line along the wall, were the
marks where the heads of the sitters
rithbed as they tilied bnek., Nep ean
I forget the spittoons—Ilarge, «hallow

boxes, two feet squuro—four of them

full of sand. On a (hird side of the
room stood the basin and watertaps,
and beside them a lurge black walnut

cabinet, full of shelves. The shelves
were full of mugs, and on every mug
was a name, in gilt letters, penernlly
0ld English. Those mugs were a
town directory of our leading eltizons,
My father's mug was on the next to
the top shelf, third from the end on
the right. The sight of it used to
thrill me, and at twelve 1 began sur-
reptitiously to feel my chin, to eee if
there were any hope of my achieving
a mug In the not too distant future.—
From The Atlantic.

MADE HIS ENEMIES FAMOUS

Scotch Reviewers Are Known Now
Chiefly From Poet They
Mercilessly Abused.

One vivid impression left on the
mind by the reavival of the savage at
tacks by which Keats was assailed In
the Quarterly and Blackwood, is that
criticism has at least become urbane
Apart from the rashly confident con
tempt for what the world now recog
nizes as great poetry, these early nine
teenth century reviewers cannot be
forgiven the brutality of their treat
ment of a young man whose only of
fense had been to publish a book of
VErse.

Fancy a critic nowadays taunting an
author with the fact that he had been
an apothecary, bidding him go “back
to the shop,” and at the same time
protesting that persongl feeling to
wards such a person would be as out
of place as towards vermin. It is dif
ficult to understand how men whe
wrote In this strain could be the ac
capted literary censorg of any age
The fact is that behind this savage
violence and insensibility lurked ra-
cial prejudice.

It was, 88 Byron recorded, a case of
“English Bards and Scotch Review
ers.” The one thing that could not be
forgiven to John Keats was his cock:
ney birth. “Yet time has.brought in Ite
revenges. A hundred years have gone;
and the only claim to remembrance ol
these confident Scotch reviewers e
the curious interest that is reficoted
on them by the Immortal memory of
the poet whom they used so despite
fully.

Monstrosity Among Newspapers.

Those who object to the widespread
newspaper may see the apotheosis of
their bete noir in the museum at Alx-
la-Chapelle—the only existing copy
of the “Illuminated Quadruple Constel:
lation,”" published in New York in 1§59,
Happily this monstrosity did not sur
vive the first issue, for its pages meus.
ure eight and one half feet by six feet
and each contains 13 columns, 48
inches long,

By way of comparison, it may be
mentioned that the smallest newspa-
per In the world is the Mexican El
Telegrama, with pages four Inches
Bquare,

Lee's First Impressions of War,

Robert E. Lee, as captain of en.
glneers, arranged the American bat-
teries when the United States forces
landed at Vera Cruz in 1847. Lee's
brother, & naval lieutenant, served one
of the gumns, and here are Lee's first
Ampressions of war: “Whenever 1
turned my eyes reverted to him, and
I stood by his gun whenever I was
not wanted elsewhera. Oh! I felt aw-
fully, and am at a loss what 1 should
have done had he besn cut down be
fore me, . . He preserved his
usual cheerfulness, and I could see
his white teeth through all the smoke
and din of the fire."

Her Alibl.

Much to the curious little girl's dis-
gust, her elder sister and her girl
friends had quickly cloged the door of
the back parlor before she could wedge
her small gelf In among them.

She walted uneasily for a lttle
while, then she knocked. No response
She knocked again, Still no attention
Her curiosity could be controlléd nc

longer. “Dodo!" she ecalled in stac
cato tones, as she knocked once
again. " 'Tain't me! It's mamma!’

—Lippincott's Magazine.

. ~ Not Likely.

A Munecie man, who had been sick,
told & friend that he was belng treated
by & certain physiclan,

“Don't you know,"” sald the friend,
‘that that doctor allows all his pa-
tlents to die on his hands?”’

“Well, if he lets me die on his hands,
I'll never patronize him agaln!" re
plied the other indignantly.—Indianap-
alis News

—

JOHN W. LYONS

OF PERRYSBURG
Candidate for nomination on

the Republican

ticket of Wood

County, for the office of Record-
er, will appreciate the assist-

ance and votes

of the people.

What Elae Could He Do? f
“Henory,"” sald Mrs, Jason to her
husband the other evening, “did you
get a letter for me today?" “No, moth-
er,” meekly replied Hank, “there was
nothing for you." *“Henry,” sald the
old lady very sternly, “I want you to
speak to the postmaster in the morn-
ing and ask him to look around care-
fully. There must be a letter there
for me."” Henry went home gt noon
and led about asking the postmaster.

HORSES THAT “DRINK” GRASS

Product Peculiar to the Hawalian ls-
lands Furnishes Both a Food
and a Liquor.

The proverbial horse which can be
led to water, but which cannot be
made to drink, exists in great num-
bers in the Hawallan islands.

Among the cattle he has thousands
of cousins of the same proclivities.

It is a surprising statement to make,
and yet one that is literally true and
B0 commonplace that no one there
thinks anything about it, and there are
hundreds of horses and thousands of
cattle which never take a drink of
water throughout the whole course
of their lives,

On all the islands the upper altl-
tudes of the mountains are given up
to cattle ranges. The cattle run wild
from the time they are born until they
are rounded up to be sent to the
slaughter house. HExcept during pos-
gibly two or three months of the rainy
season, there are no streams or pools
of water in any part where the cattle
range,

But everywhere there grows a re-
cumbent, jointed grass, known by the
native name of maninia. This s
both food and drink, says a recent
traveler. Horses and cattle grazing
on it neither require water nor will
they drink it when offered.

Our first experience with this fact
was on 4 trip to Haleakals, A party
wera mounted on horses which had
just been brought in from the range.
The journey they made was 14 miles,

in which distance they ascended 8,000
feat,

The party sterted in the afternoon,
and at sunset halted for supper. They
thought it strange that the horses|
should leave a feed of grain to nibble
the scanty grass which grew near-by,
but were willing to trust their instinet
in the matter,

However, before starting they in-!
gisted that they be given water. The
native guide demurred to this, saying
they didn’'t need it, but with the good-
natured complalsance of his race,
yielded to requests, and led a de
tour of about a mile, which brought
the party to a ranch house, where
there was 8 well, But to the utter
amazement of the travelers the horses
would not drink,

They took it as another case of in
stinet and assumed that the water,
for some reason, was not good, and
po refrained from drinking it them-
gelves, It was not until the return,
the second day, to Kawaapae, that
the travelers learned the secret of the

| aocket

wonderful maninia grass

L.abeled the Children.

The crowded water front of the old
Canton of a century ago, with its
thronging sampans alive from stem
to stern with swarming children, is
vividly pletured in the “Memoirs of
William Hickey.” In his account of
the inoumerable boats that covered
the river for mile after mile, Mr.
Hickey describes a novel method of
protecting the children of the floating
city from the dangers of the water.

Hach child wore a large vegetable
something like a gourd or pumpkin
fastened to its back. The vegetable
'was buoyant, of course, and, if the
infant fell overboard, floated It until
the child was picked up by its par
ents or thie occupants of any other
sampan that happened to be near. This
vegetable life-preserver had the name
and station of the sampan to which it
belonged cut in Chinese characters
upon it, and by that means the rescu-
ers could at once identify the child;
otherwise, in such a multitude of boats
great confusion would have arisen. It
scarcely ever happened that anyone
wits drowned.

The Troublesome Postscript.

Some years ago a well-known Indi-
ana politiclan, who was a member of
the national committee of his party,
wrote to an active political worker in
a distant part of the state, to give him
timely directions concerning the cam-
paign then in progress, The poll-
tician's secretary was absent, so he
wrote the letter himself, although he
knew his handwriting was as hard to
decipher as that of Horace Greeley.

A week later his correspondent vis-
ted Indlanapolis, and came to gee the
politician,

“Did vou get my letter? Could you
read it?" asked the politiclan.

“I didn't have any trouble with it,
sxcept, the postseript,” sald the other
man. “That stuck me. [ showed It
to everybody 1n town. They could all
read the letter, but no one could make
wut the postscript.”

The man drew the letter from his
and handed it to the poli-
teian, who gave It a quick glance.

“Heavens!" he exclaimed. “The
postseript says, '‘Don’t let anyone see
this letter.' "—Youth's Companion.

Rather Personal.

It was the season of Lent, and the
ricar of a certain village church was
solemnply and impressively exhorting
his congregation to self-examination,
abstinence, and repentance. The
beadle, who I8 accustomed to sit be-
low the pulpit, is locally renowned as
the owner of the biggest mouth in the
district. Unfortunately he felt aleepy,
and yawned at & very eritical and im-
pressive part of the minister's sermon.

“Puauge, my brethren, at this solemn
season of Lent, before ft is too late,”
axclaimed the preacher, “or you may
be dragged Into the abyss which ls
now yawning before you."

There was a suppressed titter in the
wongregation, the preacher looked sur-
prised, and the beadle a little discom:-
fted —Loodon Tit-Bits, \




